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writing until he should have learnt more about this world's
people and problems at first hand.
Looking back on those five years, which somehow seem
like an unconscious Five-Year Plan, what strikes one most,
perhaps, is the dogged undaunted persistence, the pains-
taking thoroughness  that  pierces  through  them  like  a
skewer of steel.    This thoroughness is part and parcel
of Shaw.    Only two men in English history, Laud and
Strafford; have earned the nickname Thorough; Shaw, if
he wished, could lay an equal claim to it.    And, like the
archbishop and the earl, Shaw, too, I think, loses something
by his thoroughness.    We must blame the schoolmaster
in him.    The didactic and magisterial side of him finds it
difficult to leave well alone, and insists on dotting every
V and crossing every 't,' as though he misdoubted his
pupils* ability to read.    Every one with experience of
Bernard Shaw's plays knows that, as with Shakespeare,
audiences listen better to fewer words rather than to many.
Shavian passages pruned of their recurrent redundancies,
but pruned so that their melody is not impaired, keep
audiences awake: uncut, they are apt to send them to sleep,
mentally, if not physically.    It is a simple fact that an
audience, having digested one point, is not only ready but
impatient for the next one, as seals at feeding time are
impatient for the fish to be thrown.    The technique of all
the arts is the process of selection and elimination.    Mere
luxuriance is not art: the jungle is luxuriant.    Neither
is mere prodigality art: nature is prodigal.    The greater the
artist the fewer the things he needs for his effects.    It is
so in every sphere; whether in art, war, industry, science,
or sport, the greatness of results is to be judged by the
economy of the means employed.    To run over a beetle
with a steam roller is a small achievement: but David's
conquest of the Philistines with nothing but a stone and a
sling was a great one.    Economy of effort is the hall-mark
of all really great achievement, as the writer of Genesis
perceived.    Judged by this criterion,- Bernard Shaw falls
short in the sphere of art: to which he would quickly retort
that, in his works, art is a by-product and that what matters
is what he says, not how he says it.